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seven months, I had by heart, probably
more from my pundit's recitation than
from my slow reading, more and longer
passages than years later I could ever
acquire out of a compulsory Virgil.
I was in my prime as an Orientalist, I
take it, shortly after attaining the age of
five, and certainly fell into a serious decline
in scholarship not long after my sixth
birthday. It was not so much that by
then I had permission to talk English at
pleasure and had taught myself to read a
little English out of anger at my inca-
pacity over pages so much simpler to the
eye than the large, character-crammed
pages of the Samayana. Spoken English
I apparently supposed to be no more than
useful; and that printed English had in it
anywhere anything romantical in spirit or
almost hypnotic in recitation, anything to
make a lesson an excitement followed by
reverie, I did not suspect then, nor indeed
for some years. Not the counter-attraction
of Enghah but a change of pundits
rained ail.